She, in whom virtue was so much refin'd,

That for allay unto so pure a mind

She took the weaker sex; she that could drive

The poisonous tincture and the stain of Eve

Out of her thoughts and deeds, and purify

All by a true religious alchimy;

She, she is dead! she's dead! When thou know'st this,

Thou know'st how poor a trifling thing man is,

And learn'st thus much by our Anatomy,

The heart being perished, no part can be free.

And that except thou feed (not banquet) on

The supernatural food, religion,

Thy better growth grows withered and scant;

Be more than man, or thou'rt less than an ant.

Then as mankind, so is the world's whole frame

Quite out of joint, almost created lame;

For before God had made up all the rest,

Corruption entered and deprav'd the best:

It seiz'd the angels, and then,, first of all,

The world did in her cradle take a fall,

And turn'd her brains, and took a general maim,

Wronging each joint of th'universal frame.

The noblest part* man, felt it first; and then

Both beasts and plants curst in the curse of man: